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“ Thoughts, thoughts, thoughts ! 
Rolling wave-like on the mind's strange shore, 
Rustling leaf-like through it evermore, 
O that they might follow God's good hand!” 


EveN to the MissionARY HELPER’s nest in the grove, the enthusiasm, inspi- 
ration, and power of the various conventions are flowing back to baptize it anew. 
Truly it was “high-tide in Hillsdale,” and, if the enthusiasm of the hour must 
ebb, we trust that the strong high-tide left rock-deposit upon our shores, to be- 
come a permanent part of the life of the denomination. We have been reading 
the reports of the young people’s convention, in the Star, Free Baptist, and New 
Collegian—that bright little college magazine, a late but welcome guest. We 
have heard of the work of General Conference Board and the Woman’s Mission- 
ary Society, and it seems as though there must be a strong, definite, forward 
movement in the coming year for which we thank God and take courage. . . . 
Miss Mary Ward of Hillsdale represented the HELPER at the young people’s 
convention, giving an address that was practical, suggestive, and faultlessly 
expressed and delivered. . . . Mrs. Cheney will report the woman’s missionary 
rally for our November number. The best part of the missionary day at Ocean 
Park was the impression it made upon local workers. Several said, “I shall 
carry out these ideas in‘my own auxiliary.” . . . The topics for monthly mis- 
sionary meetings for 1900 have been prepared early, in order that the members 
of each auxiliary may become familiar with them and make definite plans for 
study before the opening of the new year. It is suggested that local committees 
be appointed at once to arrange each program and assign the principal parts for 
the whole year, so that all may have ample time for preparation. . . . The topic 
for November Bible study and missionary literature is of great importance and 
interest. It is hoped that the discussions upon practical questions will bring out 
ideas to be applied in the work of the months’ to come. The article on “The 
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Widows’ Home” was written by Mrs. Smith, and read at the opening of the 
Home last October. It was found among her papers, evidently intended for the 
HELPER, and sent by Miss Phillips to the editor, but was miscarried. Perhaps 
this is the time that is ripe for us to receive a paper, so freighted with both sad 
and joyful memories, to inspire us to do more for this Home so dear to Mrs. 
Smith’s heart. . . . Please take note that everybody, whether a member or not, 
is cordially invited to attend the annual meeting of the W. M. S. to be held in 
Portland, Oct. 10-12. Come and join us if you will, but come anyway... . 
Pray for Rev. and Mrs. A. L. Kennan, the new missionaries, who are on the.r 
way to India, to be located at Midnapore; and pray for other missionaries for 
the needy places, and willing hearts to send them. There is no lack of money, 
there is merely a lack of willingness of those who hold the money. ... Our 
readers will be glad to see the continuation of the very interesting story of 
Pundita Ramabai and her work. Mrs. Hills’ eyes have been troubling her, so 
the pen had to be dropped for a season. . . . Does not every mother-heart go 
out to the baby left at the Widows’ Home? Miss Scott writes under date of 
Aug. 15, “Since writing you last, the inmates of the Widows’ Home have 
increased considerably. Now there are seven women and six children ; the last 
addition, a baby girl, was left here by its mother three weeks ago. Nothing that 
we could say would persuade the poor woman to stay with her baby. She only 
wanted to be free to go back to her old life. She looked so starved and sick 
that I fear she may not be alive now. She said she was too poor to keep her 
child and did not love it one bit. She asked for some pice to get a meal, which 
I gave her, and she went away without apparently the least regret at parting 
from her baby. It is impossible not to love the wee mite, with her bright eyes 
and helpless ways. Although she may never know a mother’s love, let us hope 
that hers may not be a loveless life. She is very small, but seems to be gettng 
on nicely, and if God wills may yet be a useful member of his family.” . . . Two 
articles in the September Ladies’ Home Journal are well worth reading and 
preserving ; one is on worrying, and the other on the secret of a Fappy life. 
We need the oft-repeated lessons along these lines. ... The Maine Equal 
Suffrage Association held an instructive meeting in Waterville last month. It 
was an inspira*ion to see these Christian women at work, quietly but persistently, 
for what they believe will better educational, social, and political conditions. 


><> 
a 


BLESSED is the man who has the gift of making friends, for it is one of God’s 
best gifts. It involves many things, but above all the power of going out of one’s 


self, and seeing and appreciating whatever is noble and loving in another man.— 
Tnomas Hughes. 
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THE WIDOWS’ HOME. 
BY DORCAS F, SMITH. 
“ She being dead yet speaketh.” 

More than two decades have passed since my attention was first called to 
the deplorable condition of widows in India. I have to-day a very vivid recollec- 
tion of a young girl whom I met in a high caste, wealthy Hindu family, in 1870, 
where I was teaching. She was young, with a beautiful face, large, expressive 








WIDOWS’ HOME, SUPERINTENDENT'S HOUSE, 


eyes, and altogether very attractive ; the more so as her face bore the marks of 
suffering. She did not come with the other women of the family to be taught, 
and on asking the reason I was told, “ She is only a widow.” Not long after, I 
had some conversation concerning her with one of the gentlemen belonging to 
this family, and tried to induce him to have her taught something of books a:d 
work that would divert her mind. He said, “It is not our custom to have 
widows taught ; moreover, it is her fault that her husband died.” I said, “‘ How 
can this be, as I’m told her husband died while she was still very young?” 
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“OQ,” he said, “that makes no difference ; we don’t suppose it is any sin she 
committed in this birth, but in some former birth.” From this time the question 
was an ever-recurring one, ‘‘ What can be done for these poor widows? ”’ 

I had been repeatedly requested to open zenana work at Bhudruck, and in 
1870 I did so, and visited the station myself every three months. On one of my 
visits my zenana teacher took me to a new family, where I found several women 
being taught to read and work. The man of the house ‘held some position un- 
der government, I forget what. Among the pupils was a little, laughing, romp- 
ing girl, but a very apt scholar. I have never seen a case among Hindus where 
' what might be called a happy childhood was so evident. 

Some five or six years after this I was visiting at one of our stations, and the 
missionary lady living there said, “‘ There is a family living in this bazar who 
know you and have repeatedly begged me to bring you to them if you ever came 
here. I have sent word to them that you are here, and we are invited there at 
five o’clock this evening.” I had no idea who they were until I reached the 
house, then I recognized at once the head woman of the family I krew in 
Bhudruck. 

Her husband had committed some fault in his official capacity and been de- 
graded. The chief object in calling me seemed to be that I would in some way 
use my influence with government to get him reinstated. On being convinced 
that I could in no way interfere in this capacity, we turned our attention to 
subjects connected with our especial work. I inquired particularly about the 
little girl of whom I have spoken. The mother said, ‘ There she is,” pointing 
to a dark corner of the veranda, where the food was being cooked. On looking 
I saw a young woman, without jewels and with borderless cloth, cowcring over 
the pots and kettles. 

I said to the mother, “ How can this be?” and I begged her to call the girl 
to me. She looked so utterly God-forsaken that I asked the mother, ‘ What are 
you doing to her?” She said, “ To-day is one of her fasting days, and she looks 
worse for that.” Not a drop of water, even, had touched her lips that day. 

I said, ‘‘ Are you hungry?” and to the mother I said, “She is not in her 
father-in-law’s house, she is in her father’s house. Can’t, you have some pity on 
your own child, and not ¢ompel her to fast two and three times in a month the 
whole day?” The reply 'was,‘“‘ No, our: religion forbids it, She must undergo 
all the exactions our religion ‘inculcates in order ‘the sooner to get her husband 
through the différent ‘births ‘arid into the heaven of the Hindus, Nirvana.” 

Sometime during’the 80's word was brought to me that eleven young widows 
had come in from the south, and had their names registered as inmates of houses 
of ill-fame. I asked the reason, and this was given: “ Rice is dear now, and those 
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with whom they have lived refuse them any longer a home.” Again the question 
came, “Is there nothing I can do to save any of these women?” | 

Just then Miss Hooper, who was living with me, came in. She said, “ You 
look troubled. What’s the matter?” We sat for some time and talked over the 
matter, and then and there the idea of a Widows’ Home originated. We said, 
‘* If any want to be saved we will try to give them a chance.” 














ee Se ee ee 


WIDOWS’ HOME, WOMEN'S HOUSE WITHIN THE COMPOUND. 


Sixty-two rupees was the first donation. Years passed, and a few rupees 
came in now and then from different quarters, but nothing that would justify a 
commencement of the work. 

In 1891 I went home with a full intention of making this subject prominent. 
But I found our people not ready to enter upon any new scheme. Once, on 
alluding to it in public, I was asked, “ Is this a recognized work of your society ?” 
T knew then it was not intended that at this juncture it should be brought before 
the public. But I had numberless opportunities of speaking of its necessity in 
quiet ways. On the eve of my departure for India in ’92 I was invited to bring 
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this subject before a large and influential audience. After the close of the 
services a professor belonging to an institution located in the town said, “ This 
thing will be accomplished ; there will be a home built for widows.” This was 
the most tangible assurance I brought back with me. Miss Hooper has been 
diligent in her efforts in its behalf whenever and wherever an opportunity oc- 
curred. So have others, and some I dare say whose names we shall never know 
till we meet in the better land. 

About a year and a half ago I saw a notice in a paper that one thousand 
dollars had been promised for building a Widows’ Home in Balasore. Soon after 
an order came instructing me to build the Home, and with this order instructions 
not to draw upon them for more than one thousand dollars. 

There was to be a room built for the superintendent, to carry on the indus- 
trial part of the work and for sleeping. Some contingencies arose in regard to 
suitable quarters for the missionaries ot the Board, as the house rented by one or 
two of them was to be sold. We concluded it was desirable to put a little more 
space into the house for the superintendent than was at first proposed. The 
principal room is built a little larger, and the verandas wider, in order to give 
space to a second occupant if necessary. 

About the time it was necessary to decide about the roof, whether it should 
be iron or wood, I looked up the expenditure already incurred, and I felt sure 
the iron would not’come within the one thousand dollars. But it seemed to me 
most desirable that it should be iron, and not wood. I took it to my Heavenly 
Father, and said, “ I’m doing this for the comfort and the saving of your afflicted 
ones, and I leave the matter with you, and I expect you to let me know in some 
way whether I am to put in iron or wood.” 

Only a few days after a money order came from a friend who had occasion- 
ally sent five or ten dollars for work. She said, “ I send this to you personally. 
If you need it, use it ; if not, put it into the Widows’ Home.” I thought of the 
vacation I was planning to take after the completion of the work, what comfort 
a few extra rupees would give me, but again I thought of the iron work for the 
roof, and I had no hesitancy in deciding what to do with the money. A few 
days after, Rs. 307-8 were brought from the post-office, the amount of the gift. I 
cannot tell you how I thanked God for his loving, tender, listening ear. 

There are rooms still to be erected for dormitories, and a wall partly com- 
pleted to surround them. There are conveniences already completed for three 
or four women, and the house when sufficiently dry is ready for the superin- 
tendent. 

Miss Scott is the person selected as superintendent, and she enters upon this 
work with our earnest prayers that it may prove an abundant success. It is only 
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a few out of the millions that we shall be able to reach, but the God whom we 
serve only requires faithfulness in doing what we can in his service. 

Balasore, India, October, 1898. 

—______+ ~~ _____ 
FROM THE SUPERINTENDENT OF THE WIDOWS’ HOME. 
{Explanation of illustrations.] 

Ir may be well to explain the photographs—which Mr. Lougher has kindly 
taken—as buildings in this country are so different from those in the home 
countries. 

One represents two sides of the house in which I live. Three sides are 
outside the wall of the woman’s compound, the fourth side making part of that 
wall, so that from the door and window in that side I can overlook and get out 
into their compound. My house has a sitting room, a small bedroom, and bath- 
room, with verandas on two sides. A little bit of the wall can be seen at the 
left-hand corner. Inside that wall, where the other picture was taken, is the new 
house just finished for the women. Up to the present they have lived in a 
smaller house outside the wall. There are three rooms in the new house with 
ample accommodation for ten women. You can also see a little bit of the wall, 
which is a hundred and fifty feet square, at a corner of that photo. There is 
ample room for several other houses along by the other walls when the need 
arises. Promila stands at the right-hand side, then Jumpie and Sheta, with 
Sheta’s little boy in between. 

The buildings which I have put up at the back of my house do not appear 
in either picture, but they are completed now and will be very useful. My 
kitchen is very convenient and neat, while the storeroom for the women’s grain 
is large and strong, rats will find it rather hard to get through the floor and walls. 
My own storeroom fills up the rest of the space, and is so close to my bedroom- 
door I think I would easily hear were anyone to try to enter during the night, 
and, as the other door is-inside of mine, both are pretty safe as regards thieves 
and night-prowlers. 

Sheta is a very competent, industrious woman, and is so helpful to me that 
she not only earns her own but also her child’s support. Promila is learning 
kindergarten with Miss Phillips; she is a fairly well-educated .girl, and we hope 
she may be useful as a teacher by and by. During her spare time she does hem- 
stitched handkerchiefs or other sewing, and so adds a little to the sum required 
for her support. Jumpie is older, and has never been taught any special work, s > 
can only do a little in the way of helping to clear away all the rubbish that has 
accumulated in the compound during the building of the houses. I thoroughly 
believe in useful employment for everyone, and with the exception of the very 
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old or sick ones who may come into the Home, I do hope to be able to fill up 
everyone’s time profitably, as far as possible, so that there may be but little spare 
time to follow out the suggestions of the Evil One, who is always on the outlook 
for the unemployed. 

- Iam very glad that so many are taking an interest in this work, and trust 
that the blessing of him who was ready to perish is being returned into their 
own hearts sevenfold. Yours very sincerely, J.-J. Scorr. 

or 
THE WOMAN’S CONVENTION AT OCEAN PARK. 

THE Educational Bureau at Ocean Park is a unique institution. Its work 
must be seen to be appreciated. Even those who receive its benefits, summer 
after summer, do not fully realize, perhaps, to what influences they are indebted 
for many home comforts as well as educational privileges. The “ Bureau” owns 
and manages Curtis Home—with its fine reception room, cozy hearth-fire, pleas- 
ant dormitories, dining-room and kitchen privileges, home atmbsphere, and 
cheery Mrs. Buzzell to preside as hostess to its guests. It owns and conducts 
‘* Blake Industrial,’”’ where cooked food is sold to the cottagers. It furnishes a 
course of Bible study for the juniors, and provides for the three days’ woman’s 
convention, in which fine speakers, readers, and suggestive programs are 
furnished without money and without price, except as the listener gives what he 
wills to give cheerfully into the keeping of the contribution. box. 

This convention was Aug. 17-19, and the morning devotional of each day 
seemed to breathe a blessing upon all the following exercises. The decoration 
committee had made the Temple a charming environment for thoughts that were 
to be dropped as seed into the good ground of eager minds and carried far and 
near to be more or less woven into daily life. 

The first afternoon Mrs. Emma Clark Rand of Lewiston read a forceful 
paper on “ Woman’s Clubs,” in which she is a warm believer, although she does 
not ignore the imperfections which are a part of this as well as of every other 
form of organization. Animated discussion followed. . Representatives o1 widely 
separated clubs told what had been accomplished by their societies, chiefly in 
giving women an intellectual impetus which brings inspiration to the home life, 
the help to mothers who have had few educational advantages, the religious in- 
fluence that the few can sometimes have among many—a case was cited of a 
pastor’s wife who said that her presidency of a club made it possible for her to 
keep the women in warmer sympathy and more vital touch with church work ; 
and a lady from Alabama mentioned local reforms that had been brought about 
by the influence of a woman’s club. Others, who had never joined a club, stated 
their objections to doing so. Such clubs as they had had opportunity to observe 
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being, it seemed to them, exclusive, worldly, and not educational along the lines 
that appealed to them. It was very interesting to have both sides candidly 
presented. 

In the evening Mr. T. B. Pandian of Madras, India, gave a lecture in 
picturesque native costume. Mr. Pandian, an educated Hindu and nobleman, 
was converted to Christianity and so was ostracized by his people, He became 
deeply interested in the pariahs, or outcasts, of his own country, and it is in the 
interest of these that he travels and talks in England and America. 

The second afternoon Miss Helen Cole gave an interpretative Bible reading, 
‘The Christ of the Gospels,” woven into a narrative, beginning with the song 
of Mary and ending with the resurrection and ascension. Miss Cole reads with 
reverence, sympathy, and simplicity the old, oid story that is ever new, and im- 
presses her audience with her own appreciation of its deep significance. 

In the evening the Temple was transformed into an attractive reception- 
room, where the officers of the Educational Bureau received the Woman’s Mis- 
sionary Society and everybody on the grounds. Music, recitations, light refresh- 
ments, and, above all, sociability, made the evening exceptionally pleasant. 

Saturday was missionary day. In the morning Dr. Graif led speech and 
‘prayer along missionary lines with the underlying thought, ‘“ The love of Christ 
constraineth us.”’ In the afternoon the chapel was cheery with flowers. Over 
-the platform hung the motto, “ Faith and works win,” in gold letters on a blue 
shield, and just outside the door, in the Temple, were tables of literature and 
curios, and a sand-map of our Balasore station, for inspection. Mrs. Andrews 
of Rhode Island presided —a model president—over the model auxiliary meeting, 
which was intended to be suggestive to missionary workers, and to give ideas in 
each report, and every other part of the program that might be utilized in any 
local auxiliary. The meeting moved along smoothly and w:thout delays. After 
singing, prayer, and responsive scripture reading, the secretary read the following 
report—of another model meeting : 


The Woman's Missionary Society held its monthly meeting at Ocean Park, Saturday, July 22, at 
three o'clock, the president not presiding. Perhaps it would be well to state here, for the benefit of 
those present who are not members of our auxiliary, one of our customs, In order to give to our lay 
members an opportunity to put into larger practice the parliamentary rules laid down in our accepted 
text-book, “ The Woman's Manual of Parliamentary Law" by Mrs. Shattuck, as many as will of our 
society take charge of the ordinary meetings. The program for the day was that outlined in the 
MISSIONARY HELPER for July, and was in charge of a committee appointed for that purpose. After 
the opening exercises, and reading of the minutes of the last meeting, a report from the following 
committee was called for: The chairman of the committee appointed to prepare for the roll-call and 
membership meeting in October, reported that plans had been made to make this the most delightful 
meeting of the year. The secretary was instructed to send out cordial invitations to all members and 
possible members, Also to procure an ample supply of membership cards to be circulated during 
the evening. Subcommittees were appointed on decoration, refrest.ments, entertainment, member- 
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ship, and sociability. Each member was requested to help work up an enthusiastic meeting, and to 
be present herself, wearing the colors of the society. 

The HELPER agent, Mrs. Martha W. Demeritt, reported vigorous, painstaking, and prayerful 
work for our little magazine, with the result of sixty subscribers this year. 

The chairman of the Cradle-Roll committee reported the popularity of this baby-annex of the W. 
M.S. The enthusiasm of the mothers was inspiring and the Cradle-Roll party held in June was a 
great success. Twenty-five baby names were enrolled, and the children were delighted at the model 
of Sinclair Orphanage on the sand-map when told it was the home of those they were to support. 

The committee on junior work, through its chairman, reported one share taken in Miss Barnes's 
salary, and one in that of the principal of Storer college. ‘The juniors at Christmas sent Marguerite 
Lougher a letter and gift, and have received a most charming letter from this dear little girl mission- 
ary. They intend to continue the correspondence, and their zeal in missionary work has increased 
because of their interest in this lovable child. 

The program committee wish to remind the society through the secretary that the mothers’ meet- 
ing connected with our auxiliary is to be held at our next session. ‘Lhe subject for question and 
discussion is, ‘‘ How can we mothers win and hold the confidence of our children?” Let each one 
come with something helpful. 

At the close of our meeting came one of its most helpful features. To different members of the 
society is given for a year at a time some worker, at home or abroad, to think of, to pray for, to write 
to, remembering the birthdays, sending newsy, homey letters as often as possible (expecting nothing 
in return), to watch for every bit of news connected with them, and then, once a month, talk over in- 
formally the happenings of these dear personal friends. Then comes a few moments of speaking to 
“our Father” of them, calling each dear one by name, asking for just what is needed for help, for 
comfort; thanking him too for the blessings that have come into each life. 

The meeting closed with singing, “ Blest be the tie that binds our hearts ir. Christian love.” 

Respectfully submitted, ABBIE DAY CURTIS, Sec, 


The treasurer then gave a monthly statement of finances. An announce- 
ment was made of the annual meeting to be held in Portland, and a delegate 
appointed, the business being conducted in a strictly parliamentary fashion. In 
response to the roll-call each member gave an apt missionary quotation, fact, or 
suggestion. Mrs. Merryman beautifully sang “‘ Send Me,” after which the presi- 
dent gave a brief ~esume of missionary intelligence received from home or foreign 
fields since the last meeting. A symposium on the chief characteristics of a 
model auxiliary followed. Miss DeMeritte of Maine spoke strongly on regularity 
and orderliness. Mrs. Wilson of Massachusetts told us of the great need of con- 
secrated officers. Miss Waterman of New Hampshire gave most helpful sug- 
gestions how to have interesting and instructive meetings. Mrs. Osgood of New 
Hampshire spoke brightly of her work on the membership committee, the failures 
and successes attending her efforts, and Mrs. Demeritt, as agent for the HELPER, 
suggested ways of securing new subscribers. Miss DeMeritte spoke on the 
subject dear to her heart, “ Finance,” and Mrs. Whitcomb gave -glimpses of an 
onward and upward path in her talk on “ Progress.” Mrs. Wade offered prayer, 
and then the visitors of the day were introduced. 

It was a great pleasure to see and hear Mrs. Coralie Franklin Cook, Wash- 
ington, D. C., in whom we have so long been interested. In her strong and 
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graceful words of greeting she said that Ocean Park had for years been the 
Mecca toward which her thought had longingly turned. She paid lovi~g tribute 
also to the work of the Woman’s Missionary Society in the Shenandoah Valley. 

Mrs. Haskell, a former missionary to Burma, spoke briefly but to the point, 
pleading especially for more prayer, in each local auxiliary, for the missionaries 
so far away. Prayer that they might be directed, helped, and strengthened at 
that moment, for God only knew how alone and how helpless the workers some- 
times feel in a foreign land, when important questions come up that must be 
decided at once. The meeting closed by reciting in concert the Lord’s prayer. 

In the evening Mrs. Edna Wile MacPherson of Nova Scotia gave a very 
interesting lecture on “ Life and Work in India.” She spoke especially of the 
Santals and results of missionary work among them. Mrs. MacPherson wore the 
costume of the zenana woman, and as she talked we saw in shifting scenes, with 
our mental vision, the crude, strange life and curious customs, and then the up- 
lifting power of the Christ, the same in India or America, yesterday, to-day, and 
forever. 

ee 
OUR MAGAZINE. 
BY MARTHA WARD DEMERITT. 
[Read at the model auxiliary meeting at Ocean Park.] 

I WONDER if there are any ladies in this auxiliary who take the HELPER and 
neglect to read it. Having been appointed agent last year by our own society, I 
asked a lady to renew her subscription. She very cheerfully went up-stairs for 
her pocket-book, while her husband remarked, “ I don’t know what she wants to 
take it for ; she never reads it.’’ Inviting another to renew, she replied, “ I don’t 
believe I’ll take it this year.” ‘“‘ Don’t you find it interesting?” . “ Well, to tell 
the truth, I don’t read it. I just toss it over to mother as soon as it comes.” 

Now I am very patient with such subscribers, because I once belonged to 
that class myself. Dear Mother Hills was our faithful, persistent agent, and every 
year she would come to me in her sweet, persuasive way, “ You will take the 
HELPER this year, won’t you?” 

I couldn’t say no. It would break her heart to lose a subscriber, so I would 
answer very cheerfully, “ O, certainly”; but I didn’t read a page of it. It had 
drab covers and black letters, and looked dry, and I had no time. Vo “Ame to 
read about missions ! 

But one day it came to me in a new dress of cream and blue, and had a 
picture in it. I like pictures as well as any child, and I wondered if it was any 
more interesting than it used to be, and began to read, finding letters from real, 
live missionaries that I had seen and heard speak. When the next copv came I 
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read it through at once, and from that time have been a careful, constant reader 
of the HELPER. 

A few days ago I found some of those drab-covered copies and put them in 
the wastebasket, then took one out and thought I would see if it was really as 
dry as I used to imagine it was (of course I didn’t know). I found such inter- 
esting articles that I sent them to one of my neighbors to read. 

Now certainly a change has come over me, and I am interested in our mis- 
sionaries and their work, just by reading the HeLper. If there are any present 
to-day who have not read the August number, I hope you will look over every 
article carefully. I believe it is the best number yet. Read the sketch of Rev. 
Elizabeth Moody. We all remember her earnestness and enthusiasm at the Park 
last summer. Read “ Reminiscences,” written by Miss Moody herself. Also 
read carefully ‘“‘ Pundita Ramabai,” the fourth of a series of articles written by 
dear Mother Hills at the age of ninety-two; ‘“‘Commencement Day at Storer 
College,” by our own Mrs. Metcalf; ‘ Treasurer’s Notes,’ which are always 
filled with good news; “ The Still Hour ”—you will never fail to find something 
helpful on that page. 

When J ask a lady to subscribe I always lend her a marked copy first. I 
think I shall mark every article in the August number, even to “A Blessed 
Secret,” on the last page, in which there is something to think over and try to 
practise. If you haven’t a copy, borrow one of your pastor’s wife, and rest 
assured you will enjoy it. One lady thanked me for asking her to take it, “ she had 
enjoyed it so much.” Another said, “I find many interesting and helpful things 
in it’’ ; and still another, “It is rightly named, for it is a helper indeed.” A poor 
woman came to me, saying, ‘‘I must give up the HELPER, I cannot afford it.”’ 
She thought it over a few moments and said, “No! I can’t get along without 
it. I must plan some way to get the money”; and she did. I wish every 
member of the W. M. S. would take our magazine, so ably edited, and read each 
number carefully. I am sure your interest in missions would be increased. If 
those who have it would mark interesting articles and lend to those not interested 
it would help on the work. Mrs. Andrews sent me twelve extra copies last year 
for distribution, and I got eight new subscribers in consequence. That was 
certainly a good return. Will not all try to be HELPER agents in this way? 

—_ ++» e - 
WOMAN'S MISSIONARY MEETING. 

Lapiks desiring entertainment during the annual meeting, to be held with 
the Portland church, Oct. 10-12, will please make early application to Mrs. W. 
J. Orr, 9 Lewis St., Portland, Me., stating on what day they will reach the city. 


All electrics running from Union station pass the church, which is directly 
opposite the public library building, on Congress street. 
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A VACATION DIARY. 
CHANDPUR, INDIA, 

WE are down by the ocean, and I will 
keep something of a diary of the days as 
they come and go. It is a long journey 
here, nearly eighty miles, and we came 
with bullocks, starting Monday afternoon, 
May 8, traveling about ten or twelve miles 
ach evening and morning, and stopping 
nights and days at the traveler’s bungalows 
along the way to rest the bullocks and avoid the heat. 

It was fearfully hot in Midnapore when we left, but we are now in the midst 
of cool breezes, and can hardly realize that we left such heat behind us. There 
has been a rainstorm along the way, which of course has made it cooler even 
here than it would otherwise have been, and I hope the rain has reached Midna- 
pore too and cooled it for them. 

‘Tt We have left Miss Butts there alone. It is vacation-time and the work is 
closed, so her burdens will be lightened, but she is having a hard time with boils, 
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or something approaching them—big pimples all over her face. She has stores 
of energy and vitality, however, which makes us poor crawling-about mortals feel 
we’ve got to keep out of the road, but we feel also as if we could give her 
burdens to bear which would be too heavy for us for the present. 

When we began to talk about a possible vacation, ’way back in March, Dr. 
Mary suggested this place, though there seemed “ big lions in the way,” for it 
was so far off, and no railway or steamer communications, and we have no horses. 
We heard too that no drinking-water could be had nearer than Contai—sixteen 
miles away—and that no provisions could be bought oftener than once or twice 
a week at markets held in surrounding villages several miles away. However, in 
spite of all these obstacles, we are here, and find we can get drinking-water five 
miles away, and as we brought a man along on purpose to bring us water we 
have had no trouble on that score, and although our appetites are already in- 
creasing we expect to find enough somehow to satisfy them. 

We came in two bullock garries (four-wheeled) for riding ourselves, and 
one two-wheeled to bring our boxes, baskets, and bundles. Dr. Mary and Miss 
Landes rode their bicycles the most of the way. These men who drove the 
bullocks serve us here in various capacities—go to the post-office five miles 
away, hunt for fish among the surrounding fishermen, pick up wood to do our 
cooking, go to Contai, sixteen miles off, for bread, go to the markets to find us 
vegetables, etc., so I think we ought to get.on very comfortably. 

We got here Saturday morning, May 13, having been detained one day by 
errands in Contai and rain at the last bungalow. This bungalow in which we are 
is for the use of those English gentlemen who are in government employ having 
the care of the ocean dyke built along the coast for miles to protect the lowlands 
from possible tidal waves, and also having the irrigation department in charge. 
They have their headquarters at large towns like Contai and Balasore, and visit 
these places as they have need. We of course had to get permission to come 
here, which we received by paying two rupees a day. It is a large, strong, brick 
house with thatched roof. The floors are of square brick and the verandas also, 
There are five rooms and two bathrooms, the latter with necessary appliances, 
and the other rooms having chairs, tables, and bedsteads according to the 
need. We should have been glad of another bedstead, as they are all single (big 
enough for one) and four in number, and we are five, but Mrs. Burkholder and 
her little girl Nanie sleep together on one. Miss Landes and I are in one room, 
and Dr. Mary in another, and Mrs. B. and Nanie in another. We expect Nellie 
Phillips this, week. | , yoo 

This house used to be, it is said, about half a mile from the beach; but 
gradually the ocean has eaten and eaten away till now at high‘tide it is not more 
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than forty yards from our front steps. A bricked-up well, sunk in the beach in 
former years, has gradually been unearthed, till now it stands, like the leaning 
tower of Pisa, bare and high just where the high tide washes in. We found the 
cook-house so badly out of repair that as it was rainy the cook could not do 
anything in it, so they had to clear out a room in another out-house, which had 
wood and planks, etc., in it, and rig up a cooking-place there temporarily. 

The man who has the care of the bungalow said some men would come to 
repair the cook-house the next day, so we should not be inconvenienced very 
long. As the next day was Sunday we hoped they would not be so prompt in 
coming, but they were on hand, and when we called up the head man and 
objected to its being done on Sunday he said, “‘ But who will pay these men for 
their day’s work? If they stop now they can get no more work to-day.” We 
promised to pay them—the whole lot only cost one rupee, and there were six of 
them—and they went off satisfied, and came back Monday morning and are still 
at the job. It was so badly broken they had to take the whole roof off. The 
other out- house has two rooms, in one of which the bullocks stay at night and in 
the other all the cooking is done, and the men sleep there at night. 

On Sunday Dr. Mary had a Bengali service in the morning with our servants, 
and they count up to nine (!), including a little boy who is along for a very 
important part of the work. 

In the afternoon a man came to see us, from a village about eight miles 
away, who has been wanting to be baptized for some time. I hope he may be : 
before long. We had quite a long talk with him. Afterward we had a kind of 
Bible reading for ourselves, conducted by Miss Landes. Quite a lot of women 
and children had gathered around the steps, and after ours was over I went out 
and sang and talked to them. ‘To-day is Wednesday, and we have had oppor- 
tunity of talking and singing and reading the scriptures to several who came “to 
see,” and have sold some gospels. We sold twenty-five on the way coming. We 
have prayers with our servants each morning, so we are trying to keep our influ- 
ence on the right side, though we are off on a vacation. 

FRIDAY, May Ig, 1899. 

Dr. Nellie Phillips came in this morning, or really in the night, but she 
stayed in the garrie and did not rouse us. She left Santipore Monday afternoon, 
went to Balasore by train, took the canal-boat from there Tuesday evening, and 
got into Contai yesterday morning; we had sent a bullock-cart to meet her 
there. She is very tired. 

Two of our men went off’to a market yésterday, five miles away, to get 
whatever they could of fruit and vegetables, and one of them took tracts and a 
few gospels, and disposed of them all, and said he could have done the same 
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with a lot more. A company of men came to the veranda yesterday afternoon, 
and I read to them from the New Testament and sang a hymn. They said they 
had come “ to see and hear and sit,” so I gave them the privilege. 


SUNDAY EVENING, alist. 

Yesterday morning a tremendous thunder shower came up, and the rain 
leaked through our roof Of straw, which is getting old and needs repairs. It 
dripped down on our beds, so we had to move here and there. The cook-house 
is not yet mended, so the men are still crowded into their improvised cook-house, 
but they are patient and good-natured. It cleared off about eight o’clock, and 
then there was a sweeping-out of water and a drying of clothes. To-day we had 
our regular prayers with the servants, then Nellie gave us a Bible reading in 
English. This afternoon quite a lot of native women came, and Mrs. Burkholder 
talked to them, and we sang several hymns. Afterwards I had a meeting with. 
our servants and some native men, who came and sat and listened very well. 


WEDNESDAY, May 24. 
The queen’s birthday, and we have tried to prove our loyalty by celebrat- 
ing (?) as best we could. Hada clean table-cloth and clean napkins in the 
first place, then gave our men an extra good dinner and treated ourselves to- 


some of our Calcutta stores, a can of green peas and a can of cherries, put on 
the best clothes we had for dinner, and one of our waiter boys decorated the: 
table with something green he found, looking very much like a fine kind of cedar. 
We had a roast duck too, which we brought all the way from Midnapore, and 
Nanie capped the climax when she very mysteriously went out and brought in a 
dish covered with a napkin, near the end of the dinner, which, when uncovered,. 
looked very much like a cake covered with chocolate frosting and dotted and 
trimmed with candies of various colors, and two tiny American flags stuck in it. 
On close inspection it proved to be made of sand, adorned with tiny shells, but 
the flags were all right. We loyally wished we had a Union Jack to put in the 
center. 

As it has come to be known that we give away “papers” (tracts), sell 
books, sing, and talk religion, the number who come to see and listen has in- 
creased daily. We had quite a congregation this afternoon, and they listen very 
seriously and attentively. 

, SaTvenay’ EVENING, May 27. 

Things go on much the same. from day to day.. The number who come to 
hear us talk and sing and read to them increases day by day, and since it has 
come to be known that we-have doctors here the, number of patients have become 
so many that they have decided to _ to attend to them in the morning. So 


’ 
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they do dispensary work in the forenoon and we “ talk religion” in the after- 
noon. Yesterday Mrs. Burkholder had a company of men on the south veranda, 
Nellie a company of women on the north veranda, and Dr. Mary a company at 
the east of the house, teaching a hymn, and I was dodging here and there to 
help them sing when needed, when all at once some one called out, “‘ The sahib’s 
coming,” and then there was a general scattering and the gentleman from Contai 
appeared on his bicycle. He had come to inspect some of the banks that were 
washing away, and came in and had a cup of tea and then was off to some other 
place, but the most of the people did not return. Some of them did, and I had 
a long talk with them. They did not go away till lamplighting. 

This afternoon the others went to gather shells on the beach, and the largest 
company came to hear that have been at all. I sat down with them and did the 
best 1 could until I was very tired, but they did not seem to want to go, and 
they stayed on till nearly dark. 


NARAIANGARH, June 2, 

On our way home, twenty miles yet to go. We had meant to stay longer, 
but there were so many reports of rain in many places, and the sky kept threat- 
ning, and we were afraid the rainy season was coming earlier than usual and 
would catch us there, which would mean a very long time getting home, as part 
of the road was clayey, so we concluded to start Tuesday morning, the 3oth, 
instead of to-day, June 2, and have come so far very comfortably. We continued 
to have crowds of listeners and patients up to the last evening we were there, and 
all our gospels were sold long before we left and the tracts lessened beautifully. 
Our vacation on the whole has been a very pleasant and I hope a profitable one, 
not only to ourselves, but to those who came to see us. 

No really unpleasant thing happened at all. The cook-house was eventually 
finished, the rains and wettings we had left no ill effects, our beds, though few, 
proved enough—Nanie slept on one of the tables. Our appetites kept increas- 
ing, but we had plenty to satisfy them. The baths grew more and more 
enjoyable ; my last one was my best, and I am ever so much better than when I 
left home. The moon fulled while we were there, and the tides became higher 
and higher till they would have dashed right into the bungalow, I believe, if it 
had not been for the bank. Miss Butts wrote from Midnapore at the first of our 
being there that they had had a lot of rain and it was delightfully cool, but“her 
last letters (some of them received since we left Chandpur) tell of fearful heat 
again. We have been enjoying the cool ocean breezes and had no punkah all 
day. We shall have to have one, even at night, when we get home. Without a 
punkah at night in the midst of such heat one gets up feeling even worse than 
when he went to bed. There is no rest or recuperation in nights like that. She 
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says her boils are much better. That man of whom I spoke in the first of my 
letter as wanting to be baptized, who came to see us there at Chandpur, came 
again Saturday afternoon and stopped in the vicinity during the night and was at 
our Sunday service the next day. He says he will come to our quarterly meeting 
at Bhimpore next week, and if he does, I think he will be baptized. As we were 
coming away from Chandpur, walking along the dyke for some distance, we met 
a young man playing a flute, and I recognized the tune as that of one of our 
Christian hymns, so after saying “ Good-morning ” I asked him what he was 
playing, and he said, “ Jesus, if I leave you, where shall I go?” and we found he 
was one of the young men who came to the mission bungalow last summer when 
Miss Landes and I were there at Contai. He and some of his school-fellows 
copied some of the hymns then from our Bengali hymn-book. He had an 
English Bible in his pocket and said he was going out to Chandpur for a few 
days. 

In Contai, where we stopped one day, Miss Landes and I called on the 
head master of the high school, from whose house I got that Hindu girl two 
years ago. They are always interested to hear about her, and I am very glad to 
be able to give such good reports of her, for she is a Christian girl now, is getting 
on very well as such, and is very ambitious in her studies. She writes me from 
Bhimpore quite often, and I had one of her letters in my pocket to show them. 
‘The head master came to the bungalow with us, and Mrs. Burkholder had a long 
talk with him about introducing temperance instruction into his school. He isa 
Brahmo Somaj man, ready to help in any reforms, and was very ready to promise 
to do his best. Whether he will perform is to be seen. 

Miss Landes and I called at another house where last year the mother asked 
me to pray as we left. Her son speaks English pretty well, and almost his first 
exclamation after his “ Good-morning ” was, “I have taken Christ for my idol,” 
and then went on to say that he studied the Bible and prayed to Christ and got 
great comfort ; said he did not say these things publicly, but he was bringing up 
his child according to his own ideas. Just how much this means I do not know, 
but he seemed a very serious, earnest man. His mother seemed bound up in 
him. I suppose it would be like death to her if he should become a Christian 
publicly. ; 

Yesterday, when we were at Egra (where we stopped through the day), a 
young man called who used to come and talk with us often at Contai last year 
and always attended our services. He had come to Egra on business yesterday, 
and, learning we were at the bungalow, came to see us. I was glad to see-him, 
and he seemed just as glad to talk with us as last year. Said he found many 
parts of the Bible that he could not understand. We helped him what we could. 
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MIDNAPORE, June 6. 

Home again all right. I came the last eleven miles on my wheel. We got 
home Saturday morning, having left Chandpur the Tuesday morning before, being 
one less night on the way than going. Mrs. B. and Nanie stayed here over 
Sunday, and started for home as soon as Sunday was over, getting there Monday 
morning and taking Dr. B. entirely by surprise, as we had not let him know that 
we were coming sooner than we had planned. 

Monday (yesterday) was Mrs. Burkholder’s birthday, so they had a chance 
to celebrate, which they had not expected. He is in here to-day, looking after 
repairs on this house—the roofing—putting “ pucca” (mason) work where it 
_was thatched before. The house has been dismantled but is now nearing com- 
pletion. 

Our quarterly meeting is at Bhimpore, beginning next Friday, and some of 
us will go, I do not know just who. 

The Wymans went for their vacation before we did, and are not yet back, but 
we expect them next week. He was prostrate with fever when they left ; had to 
be carried from the bed to the garrie, and from the garrie to the boat. He did 
not pick up very well at first, but our last news has been more encouraging. 
They have been with the Coldrens and Loughers at a place called Satbhai, on 
the beach some distance from Chandbali. 

While we were in Chandpur we had Bible readings among ourselves nearly 
every day, and they were more or less helpful. One day it fell to me to lead it, 
and I was impressed to look up the subject of our being “ children” of God, 
and, just to take that one thought in Christ’s life, it would almost seem as though 
that was the express purpose of his coming to earth—to prove that God was a 
Father to us. He very seldom spoke of “God,” but over and over again of 
“‘ your Father,’”’ “ my Father,” “the Father.” I have tried since that to really 
count myself his child, not in phraseology but in fact, and have found great help. 

L. C. Coomss. 


TREASURER’S NOTES. 

TueE birthday party reported in the September number of the Missionary 
HELPER, after the Treasurer’s Notes were written, deserves notice by me as well 
asjothers. I shall never forget the kindness of our dear editor, my every-day 
comrade, and friends who assisted her in recognizing my 54th anniversary. 
They blessed me with kind words, and letters, and flowers, and a loving atmosphere. 
The surprise bewildered me a little, and when it was all over I found, to my 
personal chagrin, that my little speech did not contain a word of thanks to any 
one! But the thanks are in my heart just the same, not only to those who were 
present, but to those who would have been if they could. The reception was 
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intended for all my missionary friends who were at Ocean Park at that time, and 
if any were left out it was simply because those who gave me the unexpected 
pleasure did not know of their presence. Friendship means more to me than 
ever before, and I am glad the F. B. Woman’s Missionary Society is something 
more than a machine; it is a live organization, full of the higher sympathies 
which bind souls together in Christ. 

During August I attended a large missionary offering which is a yearly 
occurrence at Old Orchard. I had never been present before, and went to study 
it. The whole affair was carefully planned, and worthy of attention by those who 
believe in such methods of raising money. I did not feel like criticizing it, be- 
cause it has its place, but | came back to my desk and our methods, satisfied - 
that it is best for us to cultivate systematic giving, and to educate people to give 
from principle without an extra appeal to the emotions. At the same time the 
meeting taught me a lesson in enthusiasm. Missionary work can arouse intense 
interest, and will in proportion as the leaders feel it in their own souls. I was 
glad to hear the leader emphasize the need of properly disposing of our property, 
if we have any, by will. Indeed, we can hardly be ready to die without having 
on hand a will which clearly sets forth the way we believe our property should 
be used after we are gone. We all ought to remember that we are only stewards 
of God’s possessions, using them while we live as he directs, and arranging for 
the disposal of what may be in our hands at death as our best judgment dictates, 
making it our business to seek his will. By the way, I should be glad to answer 
any questions, regarding the relation of the F. B. W. M. S. to this matter, which 
one may wish to ask. 

The year’s work is fast closing. At this date we are sure of having enough 
to meet the year’s bills, and a working margin for another year. So let the 
October meetings be those of thanksgiving for the year’s blessing. There is a time 
when thanksgiving is as much a duty and privilege as anything else. How kind 


our Heavenly Father has been and is to us. He honors faith and works ; if we 
had more he would do more. There is no mystery about success, for just in 
proportion as we obey all God’s laws the all things needful come. 


A new financial year begins with September, one which will usher in a new 
century—a century full of possibilities for the widening and deepening of the Christ 
kingdom. What part shall we have in it? This depends on our consecration to duty 
and on our realization of the fact that our dependence is on God. With these two 
elements—works and faith—controlling our lives, we shall win. And that means, 
I think, that our auxiliaries will increase in numbers and seek for the creation of 
missionary interest in all departments of denominational work, and our workers 
will be consecrated to service for the world as a vital part of the denominational 
life, working in the spirit of the Master, who was servant of all. 

Ocean Park, Me. LaurA A. DEMERITTE, 7reasurer, 




















is Helps for Monthly Meetings. 


AARC SCAT 


TOPICS FOR 1900. 


January — Review of ’99. Outlook. 
February—Prayer and Praise. 

March—Home Mission Work. 

April—Our Corner of India. 

May—Thank-Offering. 

June—The Children. 

July—Some of Our Native Workers. 
August—Auxiliary Outing. Missionary Seed-Sewing for Hot Weather. 
September—Medical Missions. Our New Missionary. 
October—Roll-call and Membership Meeting. 
November—Denominational Review. 
December—Christian Missions and Social Progress. 


+> ° 
oo 


NOVEMBER.—BIBLE STUDY AND MISSIONARY LITERATURE. 
SUGGESTIVE PROGRAM. 
Singing, “ Ye Christian Heralds, Go Proclaim.”’ 
Prayer for deeper insight into God’s word and for a wider and more beau- 
tiful expression of it in our lives. 





BIBLE READING. 


How was the scripture given? 2 Tim. 3: 16, 17. 
Whose word is it? 1 Thess, 2: 13. 
What should be our attitude towards it? John 5: 39. 
Give seven sentiments from the Psalms concerning it. Ps. 119: 105; 19: 7-II; Ifg: 103, IT, 
160, 171, 2. 
God's word concerning his own book. Deut. 6: 6,7; 31: 12, 13; 4: 1, 2. 
Give some of the attricutes of the word of God. 1 Cor. 1: 17, 18, 22-25; Heb. 4: 12; Rom, 1: 
16; Rev. 14: 6,7; 1 Pet. 1: 23-25. 
Give the proof that the Bible is a complete book. Rev. 22: 18, 19. 
Will it accomplish the purpose God designed it should? Isa. 55: 10, 11. 
Singing: 
** Sing them over again to me, 
Wonderful words of life.” 
Exercise by several different persons : 
Tract collection (page 14); scattering mite-boxes, and tracts and facts on their use (page 14) ; 
importance of mission literature (page 12, October number), 
Talks; prayers; addresses. 
Collection for the missionary tract fund. (See below.) " 
Closing exercises. — The Christian Missionary, 


Singing. 

Paper, ‘‘ The Rible, the Treasure House of Missionary Facts.” 

Paper, “ Missionary Literature, the Kindlings for Missionary Fires.” 

Talk about our own literature, the Missionary HELPER, Star, Free Baptist, 
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and leaflets and other helps to be obtained from the Bureau of Missionary 
Intelligence. 

Discussion, “ How Can We Interest Others in This Literature ?”’ 

Are we using as much as we should? 

Singing, “ Ho, Reapers of Life’s Harvest.” 

Bright bits gleaned from this number of the HELPER. 

Prayer for all our missionaries upon the field, those on the way, and those in 
preparation. 

Singing, ‘‘ Praise God from Whom All Blessings Flow.” 

Benediction by leader, “ Let the word of Christ dwell in you richly in all 
wisdom. . . . And whatsoever ye do in word or deed, do all in the name of the 
Lord Jesus.” 


NOTE.—The best way to interest others in our literature, and all missionary literature,jis first ¢o 
be interested ourselves. 

Previous to this meeting send 25 cts. to the Bureau for samples of leaflets, including the one on 
“ India.” Present the leaflet on “ India” to your pastor and ask him to preach a missionary sermon, 
some Sunday morning or evening, on our foreign tield, its workers, and its needs. 

Call attention to the publisher’s announcement that this magazine will be sent four months on 
trial tor 10 cts. Begin to gather books tor the auxiliary or S, S. library on the best, brightest, and 
most up-to-date missionary subjects. Distribute as many leaflets as possible. Have wide-awake 
missionary concerts. Read, study, pray. 

WHEN Edward VI. came to be crowned, they carried before him three swords 
to indicate his sovereignty over the three kingdoms, England, Ireland, and Scot- 
land. But this young monarch noted one weapon missing, and said, “‘ There is 
one sword lacking.’”’ ‘“‘ What is it, your Majesty?” “The Bible ; that book is the 
sword of the Spirit, and is to be preferred before these swords.” So ‘“‘ he com- 
manded the Bible with the greatest reverence to be brought and carried before 
him.” Parliament for several years immediately preceding 1543-6, had been 
putting Bibles like Tyndale’s and Wyclif’s under the ban, but now the king re- 
quired all ministers to purchase within three months “ one book of the whole 
Bible of the largest volume in English.”’ So far from outlawing its use among the 
people, they were rather to “ exhort every person to read the same, as the very 
lively word of God, and the special food of man’s soul.” From that hour dated 
the Church of England. The word of God breathes the Spirit of God from cover 
to cover. It is quick and vital with his life. It is warm and tender with his love. 
It is majestic and imperial with his righteousness. It palpitates with his purpose 
and his power. It throbs with his force and propels right and grace to the ends 
of the earth. Other books die when the day isdone. The breath of their authors 
has gone out of them. Languages die and only scholars can interpret their 
meaning. Libraries perish and arts are lost. But the word of God lives on, be- 
cause the breath of God is in it.—Free Baptist. 











Practical Christian Giving. 


Practical Christian living is “to condense and crystallize into the uses of daily life the 
teachings of Christ.” 


THE STILL HOUR. 

“Lord, what a change within us one short hour 
Spent in thy presence will prevail to make; 
What heavy burdens from our bosoms take, 
What parchéd grounds refresh, as with a shower! 
We kneel, and all around us seems to lower; 
We rise, and all, the distant and the near, 
Stands forth in sunny outline, brave and clear; 
We kneel, how weak; we rise, how full of power. 
Why therefore should we do ourselves this wrong— 
Or others—that we are not always strong, 
That we are ever overborne with care, 
That we should ever weak or heartless be, 
Anxious or troubled, when with us is prayer, 
And joy and strength and courage are with thee.” 





‘THE LORD IS MY STRENGTH.” 


My consciousness of need is my opening the door for God to come in. Just 
as you always find the lakes in the hollows, so you will always find the grace of 
God coming into men’s hearts to strengthen them and make them victorious, 
when there has been the preparation of the lowered estimate of one’s self. 
Hollow out your heart by self-distrust, and God will fill it with the flashing waters 
of his strength bestowed. The more I feel myself weak the more I am meant 
not to fold my hands and say, “I nevér can do that thing. It is of no use my 
trying to attempt it. I may as well give it up;” but to say, “ Lord, there is 
none beside thee that can set the balance right between the mighty and him that 
hath no strength.” ‘“‘ Help me, O Lord, my God.” Just as those little hermit- 
crabs that you see upon the seashore, with soft bodies unprotected, make for the 
first empty shell they can find, and hold on to that, and make it their fortress, our 
exposed natures, our unarmored characters, our sense of weakness, ought to 
drive us to him. As the unarmed population of a land invaded by the enemy 
pack their goods and hurry to the nearest fortified place, so when I say to myself, 
I have no strength, let me say, “ Thou art my rock, my strength, my fortress, and 
my deliverer ; my God, in whom I trust ; my buckler, and the horn of my salva- 
tion, and my high tower.”—Dr. Alexander McLaren. 


———___--> 
Ir is a dangerous thing to pray for a blessing unless you want it. What a 
blessed thing when we are ready to receive !—Missionary Review. 
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THE LORD’S WORK. 
“T DECLARE, I’m downright discouraged! I work early and late, day and 


night, and am never through. It seems as though the Lord just piles work on 
me! Well, if he does it, I suppose it must be all right, and I’ll say nothing more 
about it.” . 

And the poor overworked woman dropped her sewing into her lap and 
leaned back in her chair with a weary sigh. 

“Tf it really is the Lord’s work,” said aunt Jane. 

“* Now what do you mean by that, aunt Jane? It seems as if, by your tone, 
you doubted whether he does send it.” 

“Well, Eliza, to tell the truth, I do,” answered aunt Jane, laying down her 
knitting and looking at the tired face before her. ‘ I do doubt very much if the 
Lord sent you all the work that you have done to-day. I am pretty fully per- 
suaded that you have made a good part of it—the part which tired you the most 
—and now you are laying it to the Lord’s sending.” . 

“Well, I never!” exclaimed Eliza, sitting bolt upright in her chair, and let- 
ting her arms fall from her apron, in which she wound them for support—“ Well, 
I never did!” and her voice was full of indignant protest. 

“ Now, Eliza, don’t be angry with me without a cause. You are a just 
woman, and I want you to listen to what I have to say. I want you to go over 
the work of to-day. What first?” 

“ First, I got breakfast,’’ said Eliza, who was a just woman and ready to 
listen to reason ; “ then I cleared up, and got the children off to school.” 

“The Lord’s work, sure enough,” said aunt Jane. 

“ After that, I made my cake for to-morrow. Well, what of that?” as aunt 
Jane gently shook her head. 

“ How many kinds, Eliza?” 

“Six. But what of it?” 

“Why six? Would not two, or at the most three, have been enough, with 
all the other things you are going to have?” 

“‘Mrs. Simpson had six at her tea-party, and I’m not going to be outdone by 
her,” said Eliza. 

_Again aunt Jane shook her head ; but her time was not yet. 

“Then it was time to get dinner and clear that up; and after that I had 
the trimming to rip off Mary’s dress. That took me till suppertime, and I have 
been ever since sewing it on again; and my eyes ache like the toothache, and 
I’m so beat out that I shan’t get to sleep for hours after I go to bed.” 


* And so will not get half the rest you will need for all that extra work to- 
morrow. But why could not that dress have done as it was? I thought it very 
neat and pretty.” 
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“Well, I thought so myself until I saw Abby Smith’s new one, and then I 
saw that the trimming was put on in an old-fashioned way, and I wasn’t going to 
have Mary look old-style to-morrow just because her mother was too lazy to do 
a little sewing.” 

“And you call that the Lord’s work! Well, I don’t. Now, Eliza, I’m 
going to have my say, and you mustn’t interrupt me till I am done. I don’t call 
spending your precious time and strength making six kinds of cake when two 
would answer as well, for the sake of not being outdone by Mrs. Simpson, the 
Lord’s work. I don’t call straining your eyes and using up two hours, when you 
might have been resting, in taking off and putting on trimming, so that some silly 
girl might not be able to call Mary’s dress old-fashioned, the Lord’s work ; if for 
no other reason than because it made you nervous and unreasonable, so that you 
spoke sharply to John and sent Mary to bed crying. Shall I tell you what I 
heard your little girls saying just now as I sat in my room? 

“¢Q,’ said Kitty, ‘I wish mamma would take us on her lap and kiss us 
once in a while, like Mollie’s mother.’ 

“*So do I,’ said Ella ; ‘ but mother is always so busy, you know, Kitty ; she 
doesn’t have time.’ 

“T tell you, Eliza, it made my heart ache to think how you are neglecting 
some of the Lord’s work for the sake of that which you have made. One part 
of the work which the Lord has given you is the care of your health; for how 
can you be what you might be, what you ought to be to your family, if you are 
always tired and nervous? What does Mary care that the trimming is sewed on 
her dress in the newest style, when her mother has broken her heart with sharp, 
unloving words? What is it to your little children that your table is loaded with 
cake, if you are always too busy to hold them in your lap or to give them a loving 
kiss. If necessary—which it never will be—let the dust lie thick on your 
furniture rather than have your children grow up without a mother! You need 
not open your eyes. You are an excellent housekeeper, but not much of a 
mother yet, Eliza. And now I don’t want you to speak one word or answer me 
for ten minutes by the clock. You are awfully angry now, but when you have 
thought over what I have said for that time, you won’t do anything but thank 
me ; for you’re a just woman, Eliza, and you are going to be one of the best 
mothers the Lord ever made, after to-night.” 

The ten minutes were not quite up when Eliza rose and left the room. 
Silently she entered her daughter’s bedroom. All was quiet ; but when she came 
to the bedside she heard a little sob. In a moment she was on her knees beside 
the bed, and Mary was gathered in her mother’s arms as she never had been 
since she could walk alone. What passed between them they only knew ; but, if 
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any more tears were shed in the little room that night, they were tears of joy. 
The little girls were fast asleep in each other’s arms, and did not fell the longed- 
for kisses, but they would to-morrow. 

Aunt Jane had fallen into a gentle doze when Eliza returned, but started 
broad awake to find her standing at her side. 

“ Aunt Jane,” she said, “ you said some pretty severe things to me, but not 
too severe. I was in a desperate way, and needed desperate remedies. You 
were right ; I thank you from my heart. Good-night.” 

For some time aunt Jane sat with her hands folded, her lips moving as. 
though in prayer. 

“It seemed as though the Lord had laid it on me to do it,” she murmured 
finally, “ and I did not dare shirk it, though it was desperately hard to do; and 
now I can never be thankful enough that I did! "—American Messenger. 
IRR oe os eee ean maaan 


FARADAY’S SILVER CUP. 


THERE is a story of the great chemist, Faraday, which is quoted by Dr. 
Gregg in “ Facts That Call for Faith,” as an argument—and it must prove a con- 
vincing one—for the resurrection of the body. 

One day when Faraday was out a workman accidentally knocked into a jar 
of acid a silver cup. It disappeared and was eaten up by the acid, and could 
not be found. The acid held it in solution. | 

The workman was in great distress and perplexity. It was an utter mystery 
to him where the cup had gone. So far as his knowledge went, it had gone out 
of existence forever. » 

When the great chemist came in and heard the story, he threw some chemi- 
cals into the jar, and in a moment every particle of silver was precipitated to the 
bottom. He then lifted out the silver nugget and sent it to the smith, where it 
was recast into a beautiful cup. 

If a finite chemist can handle the particles of a silver cup in this way, what 
connot the infinite Chemist do with the particles of a human body, when 
dissolved in the great jar of the universe? He can handle the universe as easily 
as Faraday can handle an acid jar, and can control it at will.—/ndian Witness. 


<i 
i a 


THE SPIRITUAL LIFE. 

WHEN the lightkeeper’s lamp is kindled his work is only just begun. The 
windows of the lantern must be kept clean. In winter storms he may need to- 
spend the night clearing the sleet from the panes, lest the light should be hidden.. 
The light of Chist may burn within, but what help will it bring to the world if the 
Christian be not a transparent medium ? 














Words from Home Workers. 





RuopeE IsLtanp.—The W. M.S. of the Roger Williams church, Providence, 
finding that at the end of the season there would not be money enough in the 
treasuary to pay its apportionment, adopted the following plan to meet this need : 
Each member received notice that she was expected to earn one dollar herself, 
and that there would be a special meeting to which the public were to be invited, 
when she was to tell in the brightest way possible how she had earned the 
money. At the appointed time a good audience was in attendance, baskets were 
provided to receive the dollars, and a program provided. A poem was read by 
one of the members describing the situation, and then each one made her 
offering, telling in verse or story how it was earned. One woman laundered fine 
lace curtains, another so skilfully mended hers that she decided they would last 
three years longer, and computed that the interest saved on money that new 
curtains would cost, would amount to a dollar in three years. This ingenious 
plan was received with much applause. Still another made fasse-partout 
pictures. One young lady earned her dollar that evening by making peppermint 
candy in a chafing-dish, and selling it to those present. Our treasurer thought 
she might clean house to earn her money. Her husband arriving home in the 
midst of it asked what it was all about. On receiving the explanation he said, 
“T’ll give you a dollar to stop right away.” It is on record that that dollar 
swelled the fund, which amounted to $38.92, besides some very wholesome ex- 


periences as “ wage-earners ” and a very merry evening. M. E. GILBERT. 
ooo 


“IT was a missionary motive that caused Columbus to discover America. 
He was trying to reach the eastern country to get some of its wealth that they 
might take the tomb of Christ from the Saracens. That was but an empty tomb. 
We want to take a living Christ.” 





+> + 

In this day of reading, with its splendid books and papers to inspire the 
heart and instruct the mind, let us not forget the study of the Bible, the world’s 
guide-book. It claims the right of way, and deserves it. It never was so well 
understood, intensely loved, widely distributed, and faithfully taught as it is this 
hour. Glorious old Book, definite in its teaching, enduring in its promises, and 
satisfying in its revelations! Let us hold it firmly, ever singing : 


“ Should all the forms that men devise 
Assault my faith with treacherous art, 
I'd call them vanity and lies, 
And bind this gospel to my heart.” 


— C. E. World. 













junior Depariment 
of Missions 


MISSIONARY NUTS. 


Merrily drop the hazel nuts, 
Hurrah! 
Merrily now the children sing, 
Hurrah! 
Nuts will sell for pennies bright, 
Pennies send the gospel light 
Afar. 


Glad as the birds the children play, 
Hurrah! 
Working for others’ good are they, 
Hurrah! 
And like music sweet and strong 
Rings the echo of their song 
Afar. —Little Worker. 


+> + 


POLLY’S POTATO MONEY. 

To a little village church in northern New England a missionary came one 
bright Sunday in October. Polly Winship was there, and listened with wide- 
opened eyes and ears to the wonderful, pitiful stories of heathen children which 
were told in the Sunday school. 

When the missionary asked how many of the boys and girls would like to 
be in a mission band, pledging themselves to give twenty-five cents a year to help 
send the gospel to China, up flew every little hand, and Polly’s was one. 

“Now, Polly,” said her brother Sam, as soon as they started towards home, 
“what did you promise twenty-five rai for! You know you haven’t five cents 
in the world, and you can’t earn any.” 

“T can too,” retorted Polly. But she was troubled by the vision of her 
poverty, which was really worse than Sam stated it. Her father and mother be- 
lieved that if they fed and clothed their children that was enough. 

And her mother said, ‘ Now you’ve promised twenty-five cents, and. you 
must raise it all by yourself. You shouldn’t have promised until you asked if you 
might.” 
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So after dinner Polly wandered over the house, wondering what she could 
sell for a quarter. 

Her only doll was older than herself; at least its body was. Its head was 
the kind called “‘ patent,” and was renewed every Christmas. Polly always knew, 
when she rushed downstairs Christmas morning, that one of her presents would 
be old Ellen Frances with a new head. 

But now it was October, and Ellen Frances had a black nose, and her 
cheeks were patches of red and dingy white, after the manner of “ patent” 
heads, so Polly knew she was not worth a quarter. 

On the parlor shelf were two lovely vases which aunt Sophia had brought her 
from the World’s Fair. But it would not do to sell these. Then she thought of 
her black hen. “ Mother, can I sell Caraway?” she asked. 

Her mother laughed as she replied, “ No, dear ; Caraway is three years old. 
People won’t buy chickens of that age.” 

“ Father, will you hire me to pick potatoes?” was Polly’s next question. 

“ That’s my job!” cried Sam. “ I’m always hired. Two cents a bushel.” 

“ T think you are selfish, Sam Winship,” said Polly, turning to the window 
with quivering lips. 

As she brushed the tears from her eyes she looked through the rows of 
maples and saw uncle Adam’s potato field. Then she had a bright idea, which 
she did not share with Sam. 

Early the next morning she plodded across the fields to her uncle’s. “ Won’t 
you hire me to pick up potatoes?” she asked. 

“What ! a little girl? You couldn’t do much,” said the farmer. 

“Just try me,” said poor Polly, with tears in her blue eyes. “ I'll work 
every minute.” 

“ I was going to hire a boy. But I’d have to pay a boy two cents a bushel,” 
said uncle Adam thoughtfully. 

“ Yes, I ’spect you’d pay me two cents a bushel, too.” 

Polly was puzzled. She followed her. uncle from one barn to another, and 
then said, “‘ If a basket is full of potatoes, does it make any difference whether a 
boy picks ’em or a girl?” 

The tall man looked at her a minute, then he laughed and patted her sunny 
hair. 

“ Well, I declare, Polly, you’ve got a head, haven’t you? You ought to get 
a patent on it?” 

“Ono,” protested the little girl, “I don’t like ‘ patent’ heads.” She was 
thinking of Ellen Frances. “ But will you hire me?” 

“ Yes, and I’ll pay you the same as I would Sam, if you work smart.” 
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Now, if you have never picked up potatoes, you do not know how hard it is 
to keep stooping to the ground every minute and throwing them one by one into 
the basket. But uncle Adam remembered that Polly was a little girl, and sent 
her home when he thought she was tired. 

The second afternoon Polly counted the straight marks she had made on 
the edge of the basket, and there were twenty-five, and all the potatoes were dug 
from that part of the field. She stood beside uncle Adam, happy, tired, and 
dirty, as he counted out five bright dimes for her. 

‘“‘ That’s lots o’ money for a little girl to spend,”’ said he. 

“Tt isn’t to spend,” said Polly. “I give twenty-five cents to those little 
heathen children for this year, and the other twenty-five I’m going to give for 
last year, because I didn’t know then how much they needed it.” 

“You don’t say !” exclaimed her uncle, and he looked into her flushed face 
as if he had made a discovery. 

Of course Sam had to admit that Polly could earn money when he saw her 
bits of silver, and that was quite a victory. 

A little later, when the “ regular missionary collection ’’ was taken, her father 
said, “I wonder what’s got into Adam. He never gives a cent to missions, but 
this year he’s signed five dollars.” 

But aunt Sophia told the minister’s wife, and the minister’s wife told Polly’s 
mother, that Adam said he was never so ashamed as when that little girl gave all 
her potato money for missions. He thought it was time for him to give some- 
thing too. 

And Polly’s example went still further, and reached selfish Sam. When the 
notice for a meeting of the new band was read one Sunday he hit Polly’s foot, 
and then drew down his mouth at the corners as if to say: 

“ O, nonsense !” 

But that night he came up behind her and put something on the top of her 
head. It slid down into her lap, and behold ! it was a silver quarter. 

“ Do you mean you'll be amember? Do you, Sam?” she asked joyfully. 

“Don’t bother me,” said he, suddenly bending over his book. “TI hate to 
have you think you’re doing all the missionary business for this family. That’s 
all.” ' 

Polly smiled wisely as she slipped the quarter into the china mug with her 
potato money. She knew Sam wanted to “ belong.” —Selected. 

a rs 

FivE-YEAR-OLD Barbara went to church one day with her two. sisters, Martha 
and Mary. She came home crying, and being asked why she said sobbing, “ The 
man spoke all the time about Martha and Mary, and he never said a word about me.” 
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STAND IN LINE. 

“Sranp in line, recruit,” said an old fighter to a raw soldier in his first 
battle. The frightened boy was dodging the flying shells instinctively, and some- 
times crouched to the ground as they screamed past. “ Stand in line,” repeated 
the drilled soldier ; “ it’s the safest place. If you lie down, you expose more 
surface, and if you dodge you’re as likely to be hit as before. When you hear 
the whizz of the shell the danger from that one is over. Stand in line.” Soldiers 
who fight life’s battles with temptation and wrong may well heed this advice. 
Keep in line with the right ; do not dodge or waver. Right in line is the safest 
and best place, as well as the place to do the most good ; keep there, and keep 
a trusting heart, a brave spirit, and a steady courage, no matter what goes on 
around.— Zhe Well. Spring. 


— 
“ Redeem the time ; buy up the opportunity. Do all the good you can, to 
all the people you can, in all the ways you can.” 
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3.00 OREGON. 

Portland Mrs. L. J. Rideout forW.H. ... 2.00 

1,00 SOUTH DAKOTA. 

oo Sioux Falls miss. Band for SulainS.O.... = 13.75 

2. r 

7-95 Total °s' oi 6 oie po oo is wie Bgneee 

Laura A. DeMeritrs, Treas. 
ao Ocean Park, Me. 
12.33 per EpytH R. Porter, Asst. Treas. 





FORM OF BEQUEST. 
to the Free Rartist *Voman’s Missionary Society; a 


I GIVE and bequeath the sum of 
corporation of the state of Maine. 





~~ 
+o 








